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And I cannot refrayne me in no wise, For I haue it by nature a parte y wis. It was wont to be my mothers guise, Sometime to be mayster withouten misse: And so must I, by God, now and than, Or else I would thinke it should not be well, For though ye were neuer so good a man, Sometime among I will beare the bell
And therefore tell me with wordes playne, If ye can be pacient what time it is, To suffer me with a little payne, Though that you thinke I doe amisse ? Or else say nay, and make a shorte ende, And soone we shall asonder departe: Then at your liberty you may hence wend, Yet I doe loue you with all my harte.
The yong man was glad of her loue, in fay,
But loth he was master her for to make,
And bethought  him what her father before  did
saye,
When he on wooing his iorney did take : And so consented to all her will, When he aduised him what he should doe. He sayd, ye may me saue or spill, For ye haue my loue,   sweete   heart,   and   no
moe.
The    mother,    hearing    this,    for    the    father
sente,
Shewing to him what was befall: Wherewith he was right well content, Of all their promises in generall. Upon this greement they departed then, To prepare all thinges for the feast: Glad was the bride and her spouse then, That they were come to this beheast.